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CCLXXIX.

CANNES, April 14, 1865.
DEAR friend, I was waiting to be cured
before writing to you; but in spite of the
beautiful weather, in spite of all possible
care, I am always the same; that is, very
ill. I cannot accustom myself to this life of
suffering and I have neither courage nor resig-
nation. The sky here is magnificent. What
are you doing this spring ? Shall I find you
in Paris ? So your friend, Paradol, becomes
an academician. Ampere has written a very
bad history of Caesar in verse; you can
comprehend all the allusions which Paradol
will make to this work, forgotten now by
everybody. You know, perhaps, that Wil-
liam Brougham, brother of Lord Brougham
and his successor to the peerage, has just
been caught in a very ugly swindle. This
creates a great scandal here among the Eng-
lish colony. The old Lord Brougham re-
tains his equanimity. He is, of course,
entirely innocent of any wrong. I am read-
ing, against sleeplessness, a book by Charles
Lambert, who demolishes the holy Kinged to him to-day. I
